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MEDICO  MAST  IX; 

OR, 

PHYSIC  CRAFT  DETECTED. 
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SATIRICO  DIDACTIC  POEM. 
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Why,  let  the  llricken  Deer  go  weep. 

The  Art  is  the  thing  to  be  ftudied  and  not  the  Craft. 


Clifton’s  State  of  Phyfic. 
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To  the  President,  Censors,  and  Fellows  of  the 
Royal  College  of  Physicians  of  London.- 


G  ENTLEMEN ! 

1  H  E  great  father  of  Phyfick,  the  divine  Hippo¬ 
crates.  has,  in  the  fulleft,  and  in  the  mod  fatisfadory 
manner,  deferibed  what  a  good  Phyftcicm  fhould  be  ■ 

In  thofe  early  dawnings  of  the  Art)  unaflifted  by  the 
lights  of  natural  and  experimental philofophy ,  of  Anatomy , 
and  of  the  laws  of  the  animal  (economy ,  he  fenfibly  took 
Nature  for  his  guide  ;  he  ftudied  Difeafes,  obferved 
their  various  changes,  and  attentively  watched  every 
fymptom  and  its  confequences,  under  fo  faithful  a  Con- 
dusirefs. ,  and  after  fuch  a  diligent  and  unwearied  refearch, 
his  pra&ice  could  not  but  be  fafe,  fuccefsful ,  and  honour¬ 
able  ;  and  indeed  his  writings  to  this  day  (if  it  be  not 
too  prefumptuous  anexpreflion)  are  almoft  the  gofpels  of 
Phyfick. 

How  changed  is  the  feene  !  in  the  full  blaze  of  fcientific 
improvements,  men,  in  thefe  times,  ftudy  not  how  to  im-  - 
prove — but  how  to  get  practice,  they  boldly  afeend  the 
medical  ladder  by  the  moft  illiberal  and  unwarrant- 

2  able 


(  ii  ) 

able  fteps,  heedlefs  of  that  very  excellent  precept— 

yy j  yccp  jAtWa  inTptx. n;  %uvwtv  avTpcxeM$  ezp/zo^e&at  tocv  S'ifj.iv 

tTriGoAov  yuvi&ctf  tpvjio;’  S'  tS  cuntct^ing'  TpQ7r%  e'J<p'JcO$m  7 raiS'o/xcz&W 
^<Ao7ro»'i/i?*  %povov'  &c.  &c. 

Empiricifm  afTumes  the  character  of  knowledge  ;  and 
the  ignorant  coxcomb  by  artful  infinuations,  obtrudes 
himfelf  upon  a  weak  and  credulous  multitude. 

Filled  with  a  juft  indignation  againft  fuch  illiterate 
intruders,  the  Author  humbly  prefumes  to  offer  the  fol¬ 
lowing  little  poem  to  you,  Gentlemen,  who  are  the 
Guardians  of  health  ;  and  in  whofe  hands  are  lodged 
the  indifputable  rights  of  vindicating  the  honours  of  the 
Profeftion,  which  has  been  fo  fhamefully  fullied  by 
thefe  faucy  pretenders ,  and  proftituted  to  the  meaneft 
purpofes. 

Exert  that  authority  with  which  the  laws  of  thefe 
realms  have  invefted you^  and  refcue  your  fellow  fubje&s 
from  the  deftrudtive  poifon  which  lurks  at  every  corner 
of  the  town,  under  the  ftiape  of  hand-bills  and  pompous 

advert  if ements . 

I  am,  Gentlemen, 

Your  moft  faithful  Brother, 

And  obedient  Servant, 


St.  Luke’s  Lay,  1773. 


The  AUTHO  R. 


MEDICO  M  A  S  T  I  X. 


o 

OHOULD  Fothergill  exchange  his  formal  Bob  (a) 
For  pompous  Tie  of  ferrnonizing  Lobb  ; 

Or  prating  Fuscu.s  ftrut  in  Solitaire, 

Wou’d  it  not,  think  you,  make  the  Fellows  flare?  (b) 
Such  is  the  man  who  loft  in  airy  dream  (c) 

Tries  every  fhape,  and  fhifts  from  Scheme  to  Scheme  ; 
To  day-  a  Fidler,  Mountebank,  Projedor, 

Next  puffs  a  Dodor,  and  then  fpouts  an  Ador. 

What !  have  not  Dodors  all  a  like  pretence  (a) 

To  write  prescriptions  ?  —  Yes,  if  writ  with  fenfe  : 

{a)  Humano  capiti  cervicem  pittor  equinam - 

(b)  Spedtatum  admijfi  rifum  teneatis  amici  ? - 

— —  Velut  sgri  iomnia,  vans 
Fingentem  fpecies - 

(J)  - - Pidtoribus  atque  poetis 

Quidlibet  audendi  temper  fuit  squa  poteftas 
Scimus  — — 


B 


But 


(  2  ) 


Bat  when  ftrange,  jumbling,  combinations  meet 

Salts  with  mercurials ,  or  with  bitter s,  fweet.  (e) 
Can  I  behold  fuch  contradictions  blended 
And  not  confefs  with  juftice  I’m  offended  ? 

When  fuch  unletter’d  wretches  dare  prefcribe 
And  mix  audacious  with  the  learned  Tribe; 

Say,  fhall  the  Bard  forbear  to  lafh  their  crimes. 
Nor  mark  their  infolence,  in  hone  ft  rhimes  P 
He  will:  do  thou,  celeftial  Truth  attend 
To  guide  his  pen  with  thy  affifting  hand, 

So  fhall  the  bubbled  world  again  be  wife, 

And  Panacea  vanifh  from  its  eyes  ; 

Shop)  and  Ship-DoSlors ,  Quacks,  fhall  fhrink  away,. 
And  once  more  fhine  the  /Efculapian  day. 

Wou’d  you  fucceed  in  Learning  and  in  Arts, 

Fir  ft  try  your  Genius,  and  confult  your  parts,  (f) 

( e )  Sed  non  lit  placidis  cocant  immitia - 

(/) - Verfate  diu,  quid  ferre  recufent 

Quid  valeant  humeri — — 


Talents, 


(  3  ) 


Talents,  alike  to  all,  are  not  allow’d, 

This  man  prefcribes ,  who  better  far  had  plough' d\ 

Full  many  a  Doctor  in  his  chariot  rolls 
Unfit  for  any  cure — but  mending  foies — 

See  up  the  pulpit  fmart  Toupee  advance, 

He  fhou’d  have  taught,  young,  flippant  mifs,  to  dance  : 
Thus  Inclination ,  Genius  we  mi  flake. 

And  this  man  brews  y  who  fhou’d  have  learnt  to  bake . 

’Tis  faid,  a  noble  Peer,  to  Busby’s  care, 

Entrufted  once  his  only  Son  and  Heir  ; 

Spite  of  correction  and  the  fmart  of  fwitch, 

Callous  in  every  part  as  well  as  breech, 

The  Youth  remain’d  a  blockhead  to  the  end; 

My  Lord  remonftrates ;  How  comes  this  my  friend  ? 
George  makes  no  progrefs :  No,  nor  ever  can, 

Replied  the  venerable,  learned  Man, 

This  broomftick,  Sir,  implant  in  richeft  foil, 

Beftow  whate’er  expence,  whatever  toil, 


In 


I 


(  4  ) 


In  fpite  of  all  your  labor,  all  your  {kill, 

You’ll  find  at  laft — will  prove — a  broomftick  ftilL 

There  arc,  the  whole  Galenic  art  who  place  (g) 

In  the  fignificance  of  dull  grimace  ; 

Others  again  in  foppery  of  (how — 

This  man  aftedts  the  Sloven ,  that  the  Beau  ; 

Some  to  Virtu ,  and  Knick-knacks  feem  inclin’d, 

* 

Yet  all  is  pompous  fraud — to  gull  mankind. 

’  Tis  not  the  drefs,  or  confequential  face, 

The  Chariot  rolling  fwift  from  place  to  place, 
The  blazing  gem,  or  amber-headed  cane 
(Thofe  taudry  trappings  of  th’empiric  train) 

One  fingle  fpark  of  knowlege  can  difpenfe  ; 

But  Application  join’d  to  manly  Se?ife. 

Shame  be  to  fuch — on  vile  deception  bent ; 

Not  fo  the  man  of  worth  and  fair  intent, 


(g  )  Decipimur  fpecie  re&i 


With 


(  5  ) 


With  attic  and  with  Roma?i  knowledge  fraught 
Weigh  well  your  ftudies  with  attentive  thought ; 
So  fhall  RefleEHon  cheer  the  tender  root. 

And  your  fair  bloffoms  mellow  into  fruit. 

Ph  ilosoph y,  thro’  all  her  windings  trace, 

Nor  fhun  abafh’d,  the  labors  of  the  chace  ; 

Tho’  arduous  firft — purfue  her  to  the  laft, 

She’ll  well  reward  you,  for  your  labors  paft. 

Sound  Learning ,  like  a  mighty  river  ftrong, 
Moves  with  a  filent  majefty  along  ; 

On  fallow  Jhores  tumultuous  billows  crowd, 

And  all  is  foam  and  froth — tho’  bur  fling  loud. 

No  fine  fpun  fy Items  Scie?tce  will  impart 
(The  fcum  of  Sophifiry,  the  froth  of  Art) 

f  '  1  *  •  f  ,  »  *  r  r 

She’ll  lay  her  riches  fairly  to  your  view, 

And  teach  you  only  what  is  jufl  and  true . 

C 


Thus 


(  6  ) 

Thus  happily,  your  firft  foundation’s  laid, 

Behold  Man' s  frajne — how  wonderfully  made  ! 

Each  well-connecfledyw/,  each  fibre,  juice , 

Has  its  allotted  function,  motion,  ufe  j 
See  how  the  Chyle  transforms  itfelf  to  Blood, 

And  the  flrong  Heart  fends  forth  its  crimfon  flood ; 
How  the  fharp  Bile  transfus’d,  digeftion  aids, 

Or  with  deforming  taint  its  tin&ure  fpreads : 

Thefe  be  your  ftudies — thefe  with  caution  mark, 

All  elfe  is  intricate,  confufed  and  dark. 

[h)  Drawn  from  fuch  ftreams,your  knowlege  muft  be  pure, 
And  future  pradlice,  honeft  Fame  fecure. 

Viflt  the  Wood,  the  Mountain,  and  the  Field, 

See  what  a  rich  variety  they  yield  ! 

Is  there  a  Plant,  an  Herb,  a  Root,  that  grows, 

On  which  kind  Nature  not  her  gift  beftows  ? 

(h)  Et  nova  fa&aque  nuper  habebunt  verba  fidem,  fi 
Graeco  fonte  cadent - 
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Hygeia 


(  7  ) 


Hy  geia  dwells  in  ev’ry  painted  flow’r, 

’Tis  we  call  forth  their  pain-relieving  pow’r. 

Inveftigate  with  care  the  chymic  fkill, 

Watch  the  Alembic ,  and  attend  the  Still ; 

Clofely  apply  each  procefs  to  its  ufe, 

What  will  with  this,  and  what  with  that  infufe  ; 
Thro’  every  trial,  every  various  change, 

However  wonderful,  however  ftrange, 

Proceed  with  caution,  and  a  prying  foul, 

You’ll  fee  ’tis  Natures fhe  directs  the  whole. 

Symptoms  the  Coan  firft  from  Nature  drew (2), 
For  Nature  lay  all  open  to  his  view — 

Difeafe  he  trac’d  thro’  each  progreffive  ftage, 

And  check’d  the  thirfty  Fever  s  burning  rage ; 

(*)  Res  geftas  regumque  ducumque  et  triftia  bella 

Quo  lcribi  poflent  numero,  monftravit  Homerus. - • 


’Twas 


(  10  ) 

Vifit  the  manfions  of  the  fick  and  lame, 
Thefe  lead  fecurely  to  the  gates  of  Fame  : 

There  clofe  furvey  Difeafes’  puzzling  maze. 
And  follow  Nature  thro’  her  fecret  ways, 
Confider  Man  in  wretchednefs  of  ftate, 

And  learn  to  fave  him  from  impending  fate; 
Obferve  each  rifing  fymptom,  and  its  caufe, 

So  (hall  you  gain  a  grateful  world’s  applaufe ; 
Mark’d  for  diftinguifh’d  merit,  foremoft  ftand, 

Phyfician ,  Scholar ,  Gentleman ,  and  Friend 


PART 


(  XI  ) 


PART  THE  SECOND. 

*  %  »  -* 

i  HERE  was  a  time — (and  happy  were  thofe  days  !)• 
When  Phynck  fhone  in  full  meridian  blaze  ; 

When  Schomberg,  Plumptree,  and  a  Mead  prefcrib’d,, 
No  patients  flatter'd,  and  no  Nurfes  brib’d  ; 

When  Freind  fagacious,  and  when  learned  Sloans 
Refle&ed  honors  on  Hygeia’s  throne  ; 

When  Letherland — a  name  for  ever  dear  ! 

Bid  men  the  Art ,  and  all  her  flons  revere,. 

There  kill  are  thofe — who  grace  th’  Hygeian  name,, 
And  live  diftinguifh’d  in  the  front  of  Fame;, 

Shall. not  the  Mufle  her  Heberden  record, 

And  crown  his  Pythian  labors  with  reward 
Nor  Clarke,  *  high  favor’d  of  the  Delphic  God,, 

Who  long  the  paths  of  honeft  practice  trod  ? 

The  Sminthean  Phoebus  for  experienc’d  Reeve,, 
Pleas’d,  fhall  his  brow-encircling  honors,  weave.. 

*  Dr.  Matthew  Clarke. 
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SHaltr 


I 


(  12  ) 


Shalt  thou,  prefiding  Lawrence,  not  exadt 
What’s  due  to  Science !— -homage  and  refped  ? 

Praife  cannot,  Addington,  enrich  thy  name, 

Nor  add  importance  to  eftablifli’d  fame. 

Lo  !  where  the  filent  Mufes  droop  their  head, 

The  gloom  how  awful,  where  fuch  tears  are  fhed  I 
For  thee,  lov’d  Greive,  thofe  tears,  for  thee,  they  flow, 
And  round  thy  tomb  fhall  facred  laurels  grow. 

Thee,  travell’d  Turton,  fhall  the  Mufes  flng, 

Who  lov’ft  to  drink  of  Aganippe ’s  fpring: 

Apollo  fmiles,  each  Mufe  a  gift  beftows, 

And  gives  to  Warren  all  that  Phyfick  knows. 

Tho’  lafl,  not  leaft  in  College  Annals  grac’d, 

*  Schomberg  ftands  forth— the  man  of  fenfe  and  tafte. 
Armstrong  of  Healthy  and  all  her  bleflings  fung; 

Well  might  he  write — his  harp  Apollo  ftrung. 

Tho’  from  the  buftle  of  the  world  retir’d, 

Can  we  forget  when  Wilmot  was  admir’d  ? 


/ 


*  Isaac. 


When 


(  *3  ) 


When  gentle  Nicholls  taught  the  ftudlous  youth 
Each  hidden  path  which' leads  to  Ccan  truth  ? 

Tlie  bard  impartial ,  nor  forgets  your  names, 

Green,  Petit,  Hinckley,  I  homlinson  and  James. 
Shall  j.  homasj  Jeer,  or  Relhan  pafs  unknown, 
Whom  Phoeeus  favors,  and  the  IViufes  own  ? 

Nor  muft,  Pitcairn,  thy  merits  be  untold, 

Long  in  the  lift  of  learned  feers  enrolled. 

from  Cam  s  fair  treafures,  and  exhauftlefs  ft  ore, 
Battie  and  Askew  drew  their  attic  lore. 

Judicious  Pringle  s  healing  hand  refiord, 

More  than  died  glorious  by  the  hoftile  fword. 

All  pale  and  numb  d  within  the  dreary  cell 
The  raving,  and  the  melancholly  dwell ! 

Where  fliall  diftrefs  like  theirs  affiftance  find  ? 

Or  who  fhall  calm  the  tempefi  of  the  mind  ? 

Who  wake  the  foul,  relume  the  ray  divine  ? 

That  tafk,  Monro,  that  happy  talk,  be  thine. 

If  dight  experience  fair  report  fecures, 

That  fame  fo  well  deferv  d,  be,  Layard,  yours. 

^  Infir  uc 


(  1+  ) 


Inftru&ive  Maty,  read  from  tend'reft  age, 

In  foreign  fchools,  the  Rpidaurian  page  ; 

From  flow’ry  Science  gather’d  treafur’d  arts, 

And,  all  her  fweets  to  Albion’s  fons  imparts. 

There  are  again — who  thrive  by  low  grimace, 
Dulnefs  of  parts,  and  impudence  of  face. 

Roll  your  gay-varnifh’d  coach  from  ftreet  to  flreet ; 
Cringe,  puff,  give  Claret  and  good  things  to  eat , 
Salute  with  courtly  nod  the  fools  you  meet : 

It  nought  imports — the  multitude  you  pleafe, 

» 

They’ll  pay  light  compliments — with  weighty  fees. 

Engag’d  at  dinner,  or  abroad  at  play, 

John  knows  his  cue  —  the  Doctor’s  call’d  away  ; 
Return’d  —  fcarce'  feated  —  john  again  attends 
Hard  !  we  in  peace  cannot  enjoy  our  friends !) 
Whilpers  aloud — Sir,  you  are  wanted  flrait  — 

My  Lord  is  ill —  the  chariot’s  at  the  gate. 


Ladies 


(  r5  ) 


Ladies,  you  fee — they  will  not  let  me  reft, 

This  curs’d  profeflion,  is  fatigue  at  beft  ; 

Morning,  noon,  night,  it  ever  is  the  fame, 

But  in  good  truth — I  only  am  to  blame; 

Bus’nefs  I’ll  quit  in  time — I  have  enough — 

We  know  you  have — replies  a  fervile  puft  ; 

But  why  o’erwhelm  the  fullering  world  with  grief? 
Great  were  the  lofs  of  fo  profound  a  chief! 

Such  are  the  tricks  by  which  thefe  coxcombs  rule, 
And  gain  the  confidence  of  every  fool. 

High  in  his  car,  fignificantly  big, 

Behold  Evethes  in  his  fpruce-drefs’d  wig; 

Seeming  intent  he  reads,  and  drives  along, 

And  thus  impofes  on  a  gaping  throng  ; 

But  let  me  tell  you.  Sirs,  * Evethes  cheats, 

’Tis  true  he  reads — but  what? — tranfcrib’d  receipts , 
Thefe  right  or  wrong,  at  random  he  retails, 

And  who  fhall  blame  the  Dodor— if  he  fails  ? 
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For 


(  i6  ) 


For  healing  every  malady  that’s  nam’d, 

Pompofo ,  by  his  own  report,  is  fam’d  ; 

He  not  distributes  hand-bills — but  a  fcont 
He  lodges  every  where  the  town  about, 

Livi?ig  advertisements — a  fet  of  men 

Who  blaze  his  cures  perform’d — no  matter  when : 

For  him,  at  routs,  old  maids  and  matrons  ply, 

And  praife  their  fweet ,  dear  DoBor — tc  the  fky — 
Minftrels  he  feafts,  Pimps,  Milliners,  and  Dancers — 
Fie  knows  by  good  account — his  end  it  anfwers. 

From  beating  mortars,  and  difpenfing  flops, 

Soto  draws  all  his  knowledge  from  the  fliops — 

Oily  in  fpeech,  the  courtly  Dodlor  knows, 

To  lead  his  pliant  patients  by  the  nofe ; 

He  flatters,  bows — a  fupple  cunning  wight ! 

Pockets  the  guineas — does  not  Soto  right  ? 


Unftu 


(  1 7  ) 
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Unftudied  in  the  gentle  arts  to  pleafe, 
Tlrgurio  thinks  of  nothing — but  his  fees. 

B  is  books  neglected,  reft  on  dufty  fhelf, 

* 

Learning  and  Phyfick  centre  in — himfelf. 
Recipe  dutn  dolet ,  is  his  golden  rule, 

Refufe  an  offer’d  fee  ! — who’d  then  be  fool  ? 
In  brewing  caudles,  and  in  cooking  flops, 

Pocus ,  the  whole  fraternity  out-tops; 

With  thefe  he  furniflies  each  goodly  Nurfe - 

t 

Probatum  eft — it  helps  to  fill  his  purfe. 

With  plumbs,  Philerio  bribes  each  pretty  mifs, 
And  tips  the  Nurfe  a  guinea — and  a  kifs. 

Her  Grace,  with  news,  pert  Tattle  entertains, 
Then  orders  draughts  and  juleps,  for  his  pains. 


Phledon ,  who  fcarcely  dipp’d  into  the  Greek, 
Or  knows  a  TV edgwood  from  a  true  antique, 


F 


Still 


(  i8  ) 


Still  talks  of  books,  of  Jl allies,  and  of  arts  ; 

The  Ladies  all  applaud  his  wond’rous  parts, 

Such  povvTful  intereft  fecures  his  plan  — 

And  Phledon — is  th t  fafhionable  man . 

Akefor  touches  (he  is  furely  clever) 

And  makes  the  family  his  own,  for  ever  ; 

Deep  in  the  art  of  Adulation  read, 

Full  well  he  knows  the  fide  his  cruft  is  fpread  ; 

Old  dames,  old  prudes,  old  nurfes  puff  his  fkill, 

Thro’  Wappingy  Aid  gate,  up  to  Ludgate-Hill. 

The  weather,  Panphron,  meafures  by  the  fcale, 

And  tells  you  a  long  Canterbury  tale 

Of  moijl,  and  dry,  and  hot — when  cold  will  pinch, 

Or  how  much  rainfalls  downward  to  an  inch ; 

Of  diff  ’rent  changes  of  the  year  he’ll  babble, 

Conjectures  fo  profound  !  muft  pleafe  the  rabble. 

Yet 
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(  *9  ) 


Yet  all  his  (kill  —  (to  fet  the  matter  right) 

Derives  not  from  himfelf— -but— ~ Fharenheit. 

Sophos  can  judge  by  hydrojlatic  laws, 

Not  only  your  diflemper — but  its  caufe, 

Weigh  to  a  grain  the  bloody  the  fweat  and  urine , 

The  art  of  analyzing  fo  fecure  in  ! 

Ay,  and  what  months  (prophetically  tell) 

The  bills  of  dire  mortality  will  fwell ! 

Now,  who  can  fay  that  Sophos  knowledge  lacks ! 

—But  Sophos  chiefly  fteals — from  Almanacks  : 

His  ftore  of  Phyflck  draws  from  mufty  books, 

The  crude,  dull  Works  of  Houfewives  and  of  Cools . 

By  fuch  device  thefe  men  engage  your  hearts, 

But  fuch  device  is  fcorn’d  by  men  of  parts  ; 

By  liberal  ways  they  mean  to  gain  fuccefs, 

And  not  by  mummery  or  air  and  drefs. 

Our 
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Our  laws  myfterious  and  our  art  divine, 

By  Phoebus  cheriflfd,  and  the  Virgin  Nine , 

Change  not  like  fafhions,  or  the  whim  of  fools, 

The  fport  of  fyftem,  or  the  trick  of  fchools, 

•  * 

But  fix’d  on  Reafon  s  firm  foundation  Band, 

At  once  the  grace  and  fafety  of  the  land. 

The  love  of  novelty  too  much  prevails, 

And  willing  liflens  to  the  goflip’s  tales  \ 

Each  public  avenue,  each  gate  behold 
Stuck  round  with  votive  tablets  as  of  old  : 

•  Obferve  implicit  groups  together  flock 

To  wait  on  F- — n,  T- — — n ,  and  R - , 

L —  and  N —  to  themf elves  write  thanks, 

And  look  with  fcorn  on  R — g  and  on  F — . 

Shall  coblers,  porters,  and  lac’d-jacket  fops, 

Difpenfe  their  Pills,  their  TinSiures ,  and  their  drops , 
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V 

Unpunifhed  by  the  fons  of  Warwick  Lane  ? 

Have  they  not  povv’r  ? — and  fhall  they  not  complain  ! 

Good  Sir,  the  world  is  not  fo  weak  and  blind 
To  think  that  Phyfec  is  alone  confin’d 
To  Oxford  or  to  Cambridge  :  ’tis  confeft, 

(Tho’  fure  of  all  academies  the  beft) 

r  •  '  ‘  - 

Nor  care  I,  where  you  chufe  to  fix  the  fcene, 

At  L - 7?,  E - ghj  or  A - n, 

Tis  not  the  manner ,  the  degree  or  place^ 

So  you  but  a£t  with  dignity  and  grace  ; 

Ev’n  in  her  chamber ,  Genius  gathers  knowledge, 

The  dunce  will  be  a  dunce — tho’  cap’d  at  college. 

At  Batfori s  once  two  brother  dodlor’s  met, 

And  lipping  coffee,  fell  into  a  chat : 

Pray  Sir,  quoth  Critoy  how  comes  it  to  pafs, 

That  you  (whom  all  the  college  knew  an  afsj 


In 
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In  fpite  of  dulinefs  live,  and  loll  at  eafc, 

And  fatten — whilft  I  ftarve  for  want  of  fees  ? 
Amathus  thus  replied  : — Mankind  are  tools, 

The  wife  you  vifit — I  attend — the  fools . 

Merit  in  rags  flill  walks — empirics  ride 

'  "  “  *  T  *  •  r  .;fc  r  .  pm  .  . 

In  all  the  pomp  and  infolence  of  pride ; 

Blufh,  Learning ,  blufh,  hide  your  diminiflfd  light. 

Or  boldly  dare  affert  your  honefi:  right ; 

* ■;  .  •  ■  '  ,  ■  *■  '  -*■ 

Genius  reward,  encourage  men  of  parts , 

And  flour  ifh  ever  with  your  flfler  Arts \ 
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